BY  ORDER  OF THE  SHAH

obscure security. Come blizzard, wind, or storm, the
peasant would stolidly set out upon the hazardous journey
from one side of the range to the other, sometimes glad to
creep like a rat into a hole; to wait for days, perhaps weeks,
before he could even contemplate further progress. To
breathe, he kept an open way; for water, there was the
snow; for food, what he carried, which may have had to
last a long time; for prospect, he had an uncharted and
snow-driven waste before and behind, to enlighten his
mind. A journey in the winter was an adventure, every
year taking toll.

"Many have drunk of the sherbet of eternity in these
mountains,55 Rumi added* "The doctors of the Source of
Power had a snow cure for those whose vision vanished in
the glare of whiteness. A Feringhee who amassed fame,
Sir Malcolm (we presumed he meant Sir John Malcolm,
at the court of Feth AH Shah) proved that the cure was as
beautiful to the eyes as contemplation within the Royal
Harem. He whose eyes were covered with the shutters
of oblivion would bend his head to a large bowl filled with
snow. Into this was cast a red-hot stone until the perspira-
tion rose bountifully from the snow. Heavy wraps were
then thrown over the bowl and over him who had the
misfortune to need such treatment, until by the will of
Ali the Beautiful, the glories of Nature would once again
be revealed to True Believer and infidel alike*5'

From the top of the pass literally hundreds of square
miles of pasture land on each side stretched into the dis-
tance like a panorama from the air. We stopped for
luncheon by the side of a rugged gorge, high above a
mountain stream. We threw away the wrappings.

"What the devil d'you think you're doing," said the
D.P., "littering the countryside with paper?"

We laid our ears back. We had done two-thirds of
our three hundred miles that day, along bumpy roads,
and were no easy victim*
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